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LION COFFEE

A LUXURY WITHIN THE REACH OF ALL!

age of

LION

When you buy

will never know

ing but coffee.

THE lion does picket duty for you
and prevents adulteration and
impurity from entering into your pack-

of LION COFFEE you have coffee that
is absolutely pure, strong and invigor-
ating. A single pound makes 40 cups.
No other coffee will go so far. You

try it. LION COFFEE is not a glazed
compound, but a pure coffee and noth-
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COFFEE

an unbroken package

what it is like till you

keep this love of mine
in my Inmoset heart, safe from the worldl
dear, too deep, it Mes for carthly gasze.

! A tew briet days!

tlc while, ch, grant the boon 1 ask,
nonc can ever save heart divine

life'y env ts have L 1 my sonl,
Dear Godl Ob, say I need not wear my mask
Adew Lrief days!

A lttle while, oh, just a littie while,
have and hold the love I've prayed so long!

Though dark the way and drear my hesrt may

smile,
For evermore my life will hold love's shrine,
Though love but linger bere

A few brief days!
—~Rose VanB. Speece in Bcrunton Tribune.
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By Walter Littlefield. 3
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There were three of us one evening
in the reading room of the P’ress club
—M. Paul Blouet, better known as
“Max O'Rell” through his sketches of
French and English life and character;
M. Charles P. Lebon, Instructor of
French, who, by the way, is a littera-
teur of some little note, and myself.
The conversation, after various fluctu-
atlons, had assumed a story telling
drift. M. Blouet had just related an
amusing anecdote of his Boston so-
Journ, and we were silently pufing in
that agreeable languor that arlses from
a good weed and a good story.

On drawing his cardease from his
pocket M. Lebon brought forth a small
bright object that glistened a second In
the lamplight as it fell to the floor. He
etooped for It with rather undue haste;
with so much haste, In fact, that he
called our attention to n movement that
otherwise would have passed un-
noticed.

“What is 1t?” inquired M. Blouet.

Without a word Lebon handed him
the object he had dropped, but eyed
him carefully as It was examined.

“A key,” remarked M. Blouet; “a key
and evidently of gold.” And he passed
it to me.

I held In my hand a key of perhaps
an inch in length and half as wide.
There was nothing particularly re-
markable about it unless it were the
material of which it was composed,
that appeared to be gold. Suddenly
my eye caught sight of a date and an
inseription upon the ring of the key—
‘ler Juln, 1848, Memento mori!”

“A curlous key,” I suggested as I re-

turned it to M. Lebon. *“Tell us about
'L"
_ The one addressed puffed assiduously
for & moment or two as he twirled the
mysterious key between his forefinger
and thumb, but he made no reply.

“Come, come,” sald M. Blouvet as he
leaned forward with interest, “there
must be something to tell about a key
like that. Why not let us have 1t?’

“You are right, gentlemen. There isa
curlous story concerning this key, and
since you desire it I will tell It to you,
for truly, gentlemen, without exaggera-
tlon, this little bit of metal that I held

in my hand has one of the most re- | se, but as the carriage descended the

markable of histories.” .

“Tell 1t! Tell 1t!" we both exclalmed
in a breath.

Fresh clgarettes were lighted, and,
still holding the key In his hand as if
to bear witness to what he said. M.
Lebon began his story.

“It was In 1871, just after the - rren-
der of Paris. The second empire had
fallen. M. Thiers and his party held
the government. Evidences of the ter-
rible commune were on every hand,
still the city was beginnlng to look like
the habitatlon of a civilized people.
One morning Le Journal des Debsats
announced the death at Versallles of a
Russian lady whbo for more than 20
years had kept all the gossips of the
Paris salons busy concerning a mystery
that seemed to surround her. For rea-
sons that I shall presently explain she
became known as ‘La Dame a la Clef.!
Now, & nickname In Paris means a
great deal more than it does here.
When one {8 nicknamed there, one car-
ries that name to the grave.

“The notice In Le Journal des Debats
-mentioned Ta Dame a la Clef est
morte.! It did not give her own name,
That would have signified
paper concluded

i

|
{

older than she, hind visitea ner reguiar-
Iy every slx months during the past ten
years and then had disappeared, no one
knew where. All was mysterious about |
this ‘Lady of the Key." One day came
to her the news of her husband's death.
Bhe gurvived him but a short time. and
it was whispered that she had nllowed
herself to dle from hunger. That was
all the notice of her death had to say
about the matter. The mystery still
remalned unexplained, and the Interest
concerning her grew less and less and |
gradually died away altogether.”

M. Lebon paused to relight his clga-
rette, which he had allowed to go out.
After doing this, he settled back in his
chalr, puffed once or twice, but did not
seem at all Inelined to continue the
story.

“Well,” 1 ejaculated, “go on. "That ls
no story. Why, you haven't even sald
what the mystery was, or why she was
called ‘La Dame a la Clef.' ™

“Ah, yes he replied pensively,
“quite right. I had forgotten. Gentle-
men, I have not gald that she was
beautiful, yet such was the case. Her
face was one of the loveliest that |
have ever seen, her figure was perfect,
and"—

“Well?” interrupted M. Blouet some-
what impatiently.

“Gentlemen, I will not bore you,”
continued M. Lebon smiling. “Simply
imagine her beautiful in face and form;
then, gentlemen, around ber neck,
which was of the purest mold. was
riveted a golden chain to which was
Attached this key. And, gentlemen,
from the st of June, 1848, to the day

of her death the chain naver left her
neck, nor the key.”

He paused again and once more
seemed disinclined to go on. -

“Well"” said M. Blouet, “ we have the
mystery; now for the solving of it.”

“Gentlemen,” continued M. Lebon,
smiling sagely as he tipped off the
ashes of his clgarette, “I have told you
all that anybody but myself knows.
Is that not enough? You now know
what all Parls knew, Are you not satls-
fled?” and he laughed quietly to him-
self

We smoked for a few moments In
gllence, both M. Blouet and myself sur-
mising that the best way to hear the
rest of the story was to leave the par
rator completely to himself. In a mo-
ment the latter began again, speaking
rapldly and in short sentences,

“In 1848 her husband owned a
country house near Passy. She was
then young and gay. No chaln or key
adorned her neck then. One day she
was surprised by her lord, shutting
somebody In the wardrobe. A servant
bad betrayed her, The Muscovite
Othello turned the key twice In the
wardrobe, took it out, then told his
wife to follow him. A traveling!
brizska stood a few paces from the |
villa. More dead than alive, the un-
bappy woman obeyed. When the hus-
band had placed ber in the carriage he
gave an order In a low volce to the
coachman. ‘Keep this key,” he said to
his wife. ‘I have forgotten something
mdwﬂlretnm.’thenmthcktothe\

“He returned, according to his prom-

ed a golden key, the exact counterpart
of the original, bearing an inscription.
Bhe wished to kill herself, but her hus-
band pointed to the Inseription and
added that it she would save her fam-

fly from she must ever ob-
serve it. Bhe Herefore condemned
to live. Her strange necklace excited

much curjosity In Paris. At last her
tyrant allowed her to retire to a qulet
retreat 6n the express stipulation that
she wonld not attempt to destroy her-

self during his lifetime. His death re-
leased her from this condition.”
- L L - - . -

Some three weeks later 1 was calling
on my friend Lebon, who wished to

is the keyl!”

“The key?* he Interrogated. Then he
laughed long and loud. “And you swal-
lowed all that," he sald when he eould
control his merriment.

“Certainly,” I replied grimly.

“By the way, though, it wouldn't
make a bad story, would it? I think I
will work It up—elaborate It a little,
you know."

I left the house feeling deeply morti-
fied to think I had been so effectually
“sold.” A desire for revenge took pos-
sesslon of me, and I determined to steal
a march on him. I bave done so.—Cri-
terion.
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HOW OLD MAN HAINES
LOST PATIENGE.

LAAAAAAAAAAAAAALAAAAAAAAA A

The red gentleman with the feathers
In his hat and the telegraph wire
bracelets became too importunate In
his demands for clgarettes, and as he
had been detected In the act of appro
printing a wooden bhandled skinning
knife, valued $1.500, five minutes be-
fore the post trader walked around the
counter and kicked him energetically
out of the store and half way arcund
the hay corral. It spoke volumes for
the post trader's activity that he was
able to do this, for it Is no easy matter
to keep within kicking range of a prop-
erly scared Crow Indiam for the dis-
tance that he covered, to say nothing
of performing the act ltself. There-
fore the post trader was breathless
when he returned and had to lie on the
counter with his head on a bolt of pink
striped callco to recover himself. The
old bullwhacker, who had been watch-
ing the race from his seat on a nail
keg, with a grin on his wrinkled ma-
hogany visage, complimented the ad-
vance agent of commerce on bisg
achlevement.

“I wus suthen of a foot racer myself
when I wuz younger an limberer than
what I am now,” he sald, “but 1 dunno
that 1 ever seen the time that 1 could
have done better than that. I'm re-
gardin it purely as a physical feat,
bowever. I'm not sayin that you
showed a strikin amount of jedgment.
When TYoung Man Afraid of His
Breechclout has got you knotted up
with green rawhide an the squaws are
fixing the fire fer the grand barbecue,
mebbe you will regret your pernishus
actlvity an cuss the day that you hum-
bled the proud spirit of the noble In-
Jun warrlor. 1Is this shebang insured 7’

“You was never Introduced to me,”
rejoined the post trader. “I've got a
half inch of callous on the soles of my
feet, an I come Into this country from
the headwaters of Bitter ecreek along
of J. W. Hancher an Ed Phernetton an
the rest of them desperadoes, I've got
relatives by marriage among the Crows
and Ogallalas, an I've drunk more al-
kall water an eat more dog an buffalo
berry than any white man this side of
the big Mizzoura. 1 didn't bring my
outfit in here in the spring of '99. What
did you expect me to do— glve that
greasy, tin tagged coyote my stock of
clgurettes to keep him good tempered 7

“An If you had you wouldn't have
forfuted his friendship,” returned the
old bullwhacker. “As it Is I've got an
idee his heart is bad, an e won't come
4n see you no more. An Injun has got
his feelin's the same as a white man
has, an 1 reckon you would git hostile
If any hombre booted you from blazes
to breakfast because you ast him fer
the means of soothin your nerves. You
injered that Crow In a sensitive spot,
Ike”

number nine. Halin't they got no Sun-
day school Uberries out on Bitter
creek 7.

the palefsce seftlements an the good
hearted granger was raked In the In-
Jun that he had saved sashays ln an
rescoos him from a turr'ble death

“I've read them stories,” sald the
post trader.

“But you don't belleve 'em,” sald the
old bullwhacker. “You ain't sanguine
concernin the good that there Is in your
feller man. If you git a bad deal, you
decline to chip in an lay down your
hand Instid of callin fer cards an draw-
In to the ace.”

“I don't draw to no two spot In the
hope of completin a fluah.”

“Well, my the'ry is that there ain't
no galoot so low down but If you treut
him with kindness an keep him close
herded he will show the good that's In
him. Did I ever tell you about old
man Halnes an Gus Minnlek? Well,
it goes to prove what 1 wus a-sayln,
Old man Halnes lived out on Blue
creek apiece above where It empties
Into the Platte, opposite the mouth of
Ash Hollow, where Harney cleaned up
the Bloux. He wusz Jest about the most
benev'lent old duck that cver ripped
up tough sod with a balky team of
bulls. Long sufferln wuzn't no name

fer him. He bad two boys that wus
Jest like him, an his ole woman wus
worse'n he wus.

“One fine, cloudy eveaws Gus Minnlck
an Todd Blakey comes along an rusties
ten head of old man Halnes' ponles
an wuz hikin south with 'em when
they met up with a crowd of Inquirin
strangers who were driftin back down
Pralrle Dog Into Kansas after an on-
successful pursoot of some north bound
hoss thieves. The boys had too many
brands In thelr bunch, an one of the
stranglers reckernized Blakey, so they
tled their feet under thelr horses'
bellies an headed fer the nearest tim-
ber. They glve Blakey the first swing-
in an wuz adjustin the grass rope to
Gus' npeck when old man Halnes comes
up with hls biggest boy, Arch. They
had been hot an close on the trafl all
the time.

“As soonh as they explained who they
wuz an identerfled thelr poules, the
boss strangler gllowed that there
wuzn't no reason why the ceremonies
shouldn’t perceed, an he throwed the
other end of the rope over the limb.

“*Why,’ saye the old man, ‘you hain't
goin to hang that poor boy, air you?

“*1 reckon I am,” says the boss stran-
gler, cheerful an gay.

“‘1 don't belleve It helps a man to
hang him,” eays Halnes. ‘You jest give
him up to me, an I'll take Lilm back to
the ranch with me an surround him
with moral Influences nn keep him out
of bad company. He's got good In him,
an I'il bring it out of hlm an make a
useful citerzen of him.'

“Well, the long an short of It wuz
that he begged so loud that they let
Minnick go, an old man Halnes started
back with him. On the way he talked
to Gus llke a father an told him how
wrong It wuz to rustle cayuses when
he could get "em blmself by workin
hounust fer "em. Ile mnde Gus a pres-
ent of the ten that he had stole as a
starter an offered him good wages to
work on the ranch.

“Gus stald there fer two months, an
then he got Inter a argyment with the
biggest boy about breakin a colt an
slot him up an lit out. Old man Halnes
wuz real provoked about it, but he
Jumped on a horse an put out after
Mionick an overtook him at Box Kl-
der. As soon as Gus seen him he
throwed down on him with a Winches-
ter, but the old man told him to behave
himself an quit monkeyin with fire-
arms,

“‘1 sb'd think you'd seen the evil of
them sort of actlons after killln Hen-
ry,’ he sald.

“‘Did 1 kill him? says GGus.

“Yes, you dld,” says the old man aa
severe as he knowed how. ‘An 1 sh'd
think you'd be ashamed of yourself. I
don't wonder you felt as if you didn’t
want to look me In the face after sech
actions. All the same, I don't want
Yyou stragglin off where you'll get inter
bad comp'ny, so you jest come right
back home with me. We've got to have
them ecolts broke, an we're short hand-
ed now.'

“Well, Gus knowed how forgivin the
old man wuz, an he went back, an they
all avolded the subjee’ of Henry, so's
not to hurt his feelin’s. He stald on a
month longer, an then because the

old woman burned his cakes fer him | i

he brained her with the skillet. The
other boy told him that that wuzn't no
way to do, an Gus got mad an mas-
sacreed him with the butcher knife an
then set fire to the house an it out.

“When old man Halnes got back an
found out what had happened, he sald
that it wuz enough to make a man lose
patience, but he wuz sot In his ways,
an he safd that he wounld make a good
citizen of Gus in spite of hill an high
water. So he went out after him again
an coaxed him back, an everybody
sild that Gus was a changed man from
that time forward, as meck as Moses
an honust as the day.”

“Are they livin there together yet?’
Inquired the post trader, with some in-
terest.

The old bullwhacker took a large
chew of tobacco before replylng. Then
he sald: *“I wuz hopln you wouldn't
ast me that question, becuz it might
seem to milertate agalnst my the'ry,
The truth is that the old mao sent Gus
to town one day, as Gus come back
with a jug of whisky fer himself, but
he forgot the old man's smokin ter-
backer. The old man said that It show-
ed selfishness an Ingratitude on Gus’
part, an he allowed that he must be
poor material anyway, an he had done
the best that he could with bim, but
that settled It. They wuz standin by
the woodpile at the time, an the old
man bad the ax. I come along jest in
time to assist at the funeral,

“Still I never took the old man's
view. I reckon that Gus jest forgot.”
—Chicago Record.

Prevention
better than cure. Tutt's Liver

Pills will not only cure, but if
taken in time will prevent
Sick Headache
dvspepsia, biliousness, maiaria.
onstipation, jaundice, torpid

liver and kindred diseases.
TUTT'S Liver PILLS
ABSOLUTELY CURE.
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FOR SALE!

Ceal Lands,
Timber Lands,
Farms and

City Property
T. W. SPINDLE

AND COMPANY,
Roanoke, Va.

FARMS
5 adjoining farms on N. & W
Ry, 20 wiles east of Rosanoke,
level anl smooth with fine

improvements, good orchards. This
laud is fine for grain and espe-
cially adonted to fruit growing and
belong to an estate that wust be set-
tled up. OCun be sold on long time,
10 years If desired, at from £8.00 to
$16.00 per acre, in any size tract de-
sired.

T0acre farm, 3 miles from Bedford
Uity, good improvements, fine water and
fruit, n bargain at ,&0{!.00 on casy pay-—
ments.

2756 acre blye grass farm, 70 aocres
river bottom, 756 nores timber, balance
in blue grass; fruit of all kinds; good
iiprovements; on N. & W. railroad,
a great bargain ut $4.000. Long pay-
mentes,

Blue grass farm of 215 aocres; good
improvement, water and fruits, ad-
joining a thriving young cily on N. &
W. railroad: £15 per acre.

70 acre fruit farm,1,400 bearing (rees,
five miles from Roanoke, brick dwell-
ing, $2,850,

Bargain in pippin apple farm; 140
acres rich land all adapted to pippin
apples, Four-room house and barn- 12
milts from Rounoke with 000 ten-year-
old full bearing pippin apple trees, $1900

150 neres truck farm in sightof city,
land in high state of cultivation, fuar
improvements, $456 per acre. Water

| forced into a 15000 gall sn tank, supply-

ing the house aud barn lot with pipes
laid for irrigating truck gardens.

140 acres, first class land, half bottom; | .\§

1300 full bearing fruit trees good im-
provements; couvenient to city. $6b
per scre; including 65 acres of wheat
With grass. Nothing botter can be had

456 acres good land, near city; fine
orchard; fair improyements; two fine
reécs, wagon and harness, cow and

hogs; all crops and farming implimenfs
$2,000.
CITY PROFERTY.
4-room cottuge, nice corner lot, with
shade, $600. $10 cash and $£10 per month

Large residence on Jifierson street,
good boarding house or inyestment; at
£3.250.

Nice 8.room residence in Southwest
Roanoke, at $2,000, Terms, §100 cash
and £20 per mouth.

T-room cottage, large corner lot, new-
ly painted and papered, at $§1000, 100
cash and $10 per month. Renting $10
per month,

Lovely 10-room brick reside,,ce in best
part of Roanoke City. 2 acres of ground,
beautiful shade, quantity of finest fruit
d~room cottage in rear, with stable
carriage house, ete. for $7,600. Easy
payments,

Business property—Splendid 3 story
brick building, 8 store rooms on first
floor, 16 rooms second and  third floors,
renting for 560 a month; €3,500. Thie
8 a genuoine bargnin,

Good store house with full stock of
goods, two swall houses 9 acres of
!plend{d land at village near Roanoke,
Va. For sale at a bargain. Death of
Oone partner necessitates the sale,

214 acres beautiful Jand on street car
line; new mx-room dwelling:fine water;
young fruit; 1s a bargain at 1500,

8-room residence convenient for a
railroad man, $1,250; §50 cash and- $12
per month. Reuting for £10.75 per
month.

Fine brick business property in cen-

ter of city, $9,000,$1,000 per year. Now
rentlng lo: $600,

9-room house with bath. large lot,
stable and fruit, in southwest Roanoke.
ncar railroad, $1,875. Very ensy pay-
ments.

New brick business house, $1,600;
now renting for $18 per month.

8 room residence, near the Shops,
$050;%110 cash and $10 per month. Now
renting for ten dollars per month.

Lovely 10-room residence in South-
west; large corner lot: $200 5540,

25000 neris of flne cousllnud, earryin
the Pocahontas veing; 8 miles from \P
& W. R R. at §7.00 per nere, A great
investment.

HOTEL PROPERTY.

Fine hotel properiy, No. 1 eolid brick
building of 62 rooms. Heated by steam,
lighted by electricity, every room nicely
furaished. large, well furnished dining
room, House in good repair and every-
thing in fine condition. utiful loca-
tion, the only hotel in a lively town of
4,000 pcopleon N, & W, R. s renting
for 81,200 Price $10.000. $3,000 cash
and $1.000 per year, including farniture,
This isa rare opportunity for a hatel
man. Original cost of this property
$33,000, besides the cost of farniture.
Has fine custom, and possession can be
given at once.

COAL AND TIMBER-LAND,
85,000 acres No. 1 timb-r land, on
river, 25 miles above railroad. 760,000,
000 feet timber—hemlock, bals m, pine
poplar, mapie. cherry and oak. in Tenn-
esseeo, §2 per acre. This is the finest
bargain ea-t of the Mississippi rive:.
Sprak quick if you want this.
8,000 acres timber and coal land in
West Virginia; on N & W. railrcad.
investment at 8 per acre.
A beautiful valley of very lire tim

wih; 18,000 acres
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TO THE ADVERTISER.

W Advertisers will find the News profit-
able as a means of reaching old and
new customers. Our subscripiion list
grows weekly. We print more papers
this week-- bona fide yearly subsecri-
bers—than at any time last year or
this year. The low price of $1.00 per
year, and having a good agent in the
field, guarantees a growing subscrip-
tion list. We reach the people you
Give us a trial.

R R

Our office is well equipped
for doing all kinds of
COMMERCIAL JOB

PRINTING.

your next order.

trons for their support.

Yours truly, .

CLINCH VALLEY NEWS 1

TAZEWELL, VA.

All as good and cheap as the
U best and cheapest. Give us ‘&
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We thank all our customers and pa- .
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